The Night of September ij, 1912          Sj
was a beautiful day with the sun shining and not the
slightest wind; comfortable in the sun but quite cool
in the shadows. After sunset, I went to Petrograd to
a restaurant where there was good music, for a little
rest and recreation.
I returned to the field about nine in the evening.
The night was dark, beautiful and very clear. I took
a walk over the field, enjoying the sight of the stars
that were out in unusually large numbers. It was very
cold; I could soon feel it on my ears and fingers. This
ordinarily unpleasant feeling made me happy and
hopeful. I went early to my box, had a good rest and
was up again at four o'clock. Quickly I walked the
half-mile across the field and reached the ploughed
section. My hopes were not in vain. The ground
was frozen as I walked across it. The surface cracked
slightly under my feet, but it wras reasonably hard.
Hurrying back I realized that my difficulties were by
no means over. The field was indeed reasonably
hard, but it was very rough and there was not the
slightest wind. Nevertheless the conditions justified
an attempt.
Returning to the hangar, I ordered the plane out,
called the two officers on duty to act as official witnesses
and as soon as everything was ready, had the ship
moved towards the ploughed section. It took some
time to make an official check of the plane for the
amount of fuel and useful load, and it was shortly
before sunrise that all was ready. The official wit-
nesses followed the plane while I waited for a few
moments, wishing to go out alone. My attention
was attracted by a fire on the field not far from the
ploughed section and the figure of a man warming